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he's only a buffoon, there is no           In           to
him."   The                                           over
for the necessary refusal when I saw the           *
"But don't you            that name, Bapu?wl
Inquired^                  intrigued.
" No," he                                   the           form
at me for the enlightenment          Ms
could not give.
"s Charlie Chaplin !   He's the world's hero.   You
simply must meet him.   His art Is           In the life
of working peop!e5 lie understands the         as well
as        do, he honours          always in his picture/5
So the following week,
Bow, in Dr. KatiaFs           in a back          ill Can-
ning Town, the                   were given the
thrill of welcoming         men.   We were all under
a vow to         silent about the event, but
the news leaked out and the streets were glutted
with a solid mass of happy people, standing delightedly
laughing mith each other, laughing with the
police, laughing with Mr. Chaplin as he leapt out
of the car, raised Ms hat to them all fervently
shook hands with himself and eventually
with Mr. Gandhi, who              to complete
Joy.
Inside^ the two little         sat on a couch,
apart from the       of us,                         the
the tollers, the underfed, the machine slaves        the
Imprisoned.
** The worst thing 1 ever         to do,"         Mr.
Chaplin at         point^ *6 was when I             with
the         for an hour in Sing Slug gaol.   I